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ELECY, 


WRITTEN TO DISSUADE A YOUNG LADY FROM FREQUENT- 


ING THE TOMB OF BER DECEASED LOVER. 


Now, thro’ the dafky air, on leaden wings, 
Sails the fad night, in blackeft clouds erray’d : 

Hark! ‘in the breeze the gathering tempeft fings ; 
How dear it murmurs in the refilling fede! 


Loud, and more loud, is heard the burfting found 
Of thunder, and the peal of diftant rain ; 

While lightnings, gliding o’er the wild profound, 
Fire the broad bofomof the dafhing main. 


Now dies the voice of village mirth ; no more 

Is feen the friendly lantern’s glimmering light; 
Safe in his cot, the thepherd bars his door 

On thee, Eliza! nt the form of night. 


In yon fequefter’d grove, whofe fullen thade 
Sighs deeply to the blaft, doft thow remain, 
Still faithful to the fpot, where he is laid, 
For whom the tears of écauty flow in vain ? 


Ah, left alone beneath the dreadful gloom, 
Companion of the tempeft ! left alone! 

i fee thee, fad-reclining o’er the tomb, 
A pallid form, and wedded to the fone ! 


Ah! what avails it, Sorrow’s gentleft child, 
To wet the unfruitful Grn with many a tear ; 

To call on Edward’s name, with accents wild, 
And bid his phantom from the grave appear ? 


> 


No gliding fpirit kim the dreary ground, 
Drefs the green turf, or animate the gloom, : 
No foft aerial mufic fwells around, 
Nar voice of fadnefs murmurs from the tomb. 


‘Cold isthe breaft that glow’d with love, and pale 
The cheek that, like the morning, blufh’d before; 

_ Mute are the lips that told the flattering tale, 

And raylefs is the eye that flattered more. 


Deep, decp beneath the dark myfterious grave, 
_ Thy tears he fees not, nor can hear thy fighs : 

Deaf is thine Edward, as the Atlantic wave, 
Cold as the blaft that rends the polar tkies. 


Oh! turn, and feek fome hheitering kind retreat ; 
‘Bleak howls the wind, and deadly is the dew : 
No pitying flar, to guide thy weary fect, 
Breaks thre’ the void of darknefs on thy view. 


Think on the dangers that attend thy way! 
The gulf deecp-yawning, and the treacherous flood ; P 
The midnight roffian, prowling for his prey, 
Fiend of defpair, and darknefs, grim with blood! 


But, oh! ‘if thoughts terrific fail to move, 
Let Pity win thee back to thine abode ; 
Melt at ‘a fifter’s tears, a mother’s love, 
Aw’d by the-voice of Réafon, and of Ged! 
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Irate rofy nymph, the plesfing boos 
Of happinefs thou can't betow—— 
Without thee, life’s beft journey foon 


Becomes a pilgrimage of woe. P a 
Shunning the palace, did’ft thou dwell : 

With Slav'ry in his gloomy cell, as 
More blefi the captive in the mine, i xf 

Than he for whom the metals thine. ws 


But no—thy haunt cannot be there 
Th’ abode of ,pining mifery, 

Where the fad bofom of defpair 
Heaves with unpity’d agony 





Nor, wanton, doft thou love to fport, 
In pleafure’s gay delufive court— 

Over the gem-imboffed vafe,: é Ls 
To {mile in, Bacchus’ ruddy face. 


Thou fly’ft th’ intoxicating bowl, ' 
Fountain of madnefs and difeafe, 

Whole wild and abfolute controul, 
The vanquifh’d reafon fways. 


Thou fhun’ft the fragrant myrtle groves, 
Which the Paphian Vents loves— 
Where, while Pan pipes a roundelay, 
Th’ unblufhing aymphs and fatyrs play. 


Ah, modeft Heaith, from fcenes like thefe, 
Thou turn'ft thy fteps afide, to hafte 
And catch the balmy morning breeze, 
Its {pirit-giving breath to tafte ; 


Where bath’d in view fome valley lies, 
Or up a mountain’s woody rife— 

Wheace ftretching to the eaftern thy, 
Bright rural profpeéts greet the cye. 


Here, a deep foreit widely {pread, 
Its variegated foliage fhows, 

There, rolling thro’ a flowery mead, 
With rapid courfe, a river flows 





On to the fea—where meets the view 
Thro’ opening: hills its bofom blue, 

Save when a white-{ail flies the gale before, 
Or a wave breaks upon the rocky fhore. 


And as thou dart’ft thy looks around, 
O'er the lively landfcape fmiling, 
More blythe the ploughman’s carols found, 
His tedious furrow’d way beguiling—— 
More fweet the birds.their fongs renew,— 
More frefh each blooming flowret’s hue—— 
From every valley fprings, without alloy, 
A general cheerfulnefs—a burft of joy. 


EPIGRAM, 


Pans wedlock, pair’d in life, 
Hufbarid, fuited to thy wife: 
Worthleis thou, and worthiefs fhe ; 
Strange it is ye can’t agree! 
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